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It came to me that it was typical of all I had seen in this
country, this insertion of the wonders of progressive
Europe into the primitive unchanged base of Asia.
On the farther bed sat a man who swayed and ran a
string of beads through his fingers and said his prayers
softly, looking always fixedly up at the little grating.
After a while he turned round, bade me welcome, and
we fell into conversation as far as my broken Turkish
allowed. It transpired that he was here for the murder
of his wife, and for many a long day we discussed the
ethics of wife-murder. He taught me much—of the
way to bribe the soldier with the smallest amount
necessary to get food and permission to carry out the
ordinary decencies of life, and he gave me an insight
into the mind of a fatalist that sees no use in effort. He
had no regrets, because it was inevitable that he should
have murdered the woman, as it was inevitable, and
already written whether or no he should be hung. He
amused himself by laboriously cleaning each day a
celluloid collar and then wrapping it up in paper and
hanging it on a nail. He made life uncomfortable in
some ways, for I had to sleep on my boots and money
and anything else thievable, but when they came one
night and dragged him away I missed him sadly.
I had lost count of days, though I could not have
been long in this cell. I had little to do except to listen
to the tread of the sentry, or the clank of a chained
prisoner as he swept out the corridor. On the bed
there was a straw mattress alive with great big bugs
that swarmed in hundreds, and with them came fleas.
In desperation I caught them and quickly filled a match-

